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our janitors. I guess that background made me a fanatic about
cleanliness. Sometimes now I can hear myself yelling at Andrea be-
cause o£ a messy ash tray or because the kids have tracked in mud,
and I swear to you I have the same choked sensation I used to have
with my father in that shack.
He and I seldom stayed anywhere long enough to come to the
attention of the school authorities, and my primary schooling was
decidedly informal. Incredible as it may seem, Dad was a college
graduate and he was also clever with his hands. He taught me to
make boats, trains, cranes—small-scale accurate models of the real
thing—out of scraps of wood and steel picked up in junk yards. He
read aloud to me from Dickens, Thackeray, Veblen, Whitman, any
favorite of his available in the nearest public library. But I was
eight years old before I learned to read and write; I was miserably
humiliated by my ignorance and kept it secret. One day I care-
fully traced the word "cigarette" from a magazine advertisement,
and exhibited the tracing to my father as a sample of my "hand-
writing." This piece of deception alerted him to the fact that liter-
acy is not inborn, and he then taught me my letters.
Later we settled in a town long enough for me to enroll in school.
There I made a friend. Bob owned a toy dump truck, and it was
out of kilter. I repaired the dump truck, and Bob invited me to
come to his house for lunch. His mother took one look at my clothes
and tactfully, very tactfully, herded me and my small host out of
the dining room into the kitchen. I choked down her food, but I can
still remember my shame and anger. I never spoke to Bob again.
I learned at a tender age to keep to myself and shy away from
the vast, well-scrubbed majority who would insult and patronize
me. The habit sticks. Andrea says Tin too standoffish and suspicious
of people. She is too naive, too gentle-natured, to grasp the cruelty
and evil in human beings or to conceive of the close infighting
waged all the time in the name of competition. At the rare social
gatherings we attend with business associates I hear her prattling
on about my early struggles to rise from the muck. I shrivel in-
side and want to shout at her to be quiet. You need to be a mil-

